THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
closer to the walls where his words are carved for
ever, my footsteps echoed loudly through the temple,
accentuating its emptiness. I wondered why so few
people came here. It is one of the most lovely
memorials in the world. Yet on each occasion that
I visited it, I was the sole occupant. Lincoln must
have come to know me quite well, I glanced at him,
rather shyly, but he was still staring into space - out
through the pillars on to the white city that he had
saved.
There they were, on the walls, those words which
no repetition can mar, which must purge the foulest
lips that uttered them, carved as they should be
carved, simply, and in shadow, on white marble walls.
I took off my hat, and read them.
CI feel how weak and fruitless must be any words
of mine which should attempt to beguile you from
the grief of a loss so overwhelming. But I cannot
refrain from tendering to you the consolation that
may be found in the thanks of the republic they died
to save. I pray that our Heavenly Father, . . /
I put on my hat and walked towards the light. So
I paused on the steps, and with one blink, I saw clearly
again, and Washington was stretched before me.
I caught my breath at its beauty. It was five
o'clock, and the sky was the colour of primroses.
The long straight waterway that stretches to the
Capitol was frozen fast, and its surface was dotted
with hundreds of skaters. From this distance they
looked like a Monet picture come to life - specks of
crimson and blue and black, circling in a fascinating
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